



















-| "HELLO, MAMA— WHAT DO 
| _1 DO NEXT?" 








BUY WAR BONDS 











“He musta joined some orqanization—says he's only 5% soldier 
and 95% wolf!” 
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“We're out of gas!” 


ee... 
‘When a man loses his appetite temporasily he’s in lov 
ii "* arried. 

When he loses it permanently he's. mi 










“Third floor—special showing of ladies’ underwear!” 


CC 


“i've been troubled with pains in the back. -A friend says 
T have a vertebrae in my spine. Please tell me what kind of 
treatment I can take.” 
“Our advice is to get a new friend.” 
ox 8 


Popular Song—“I may be only a dumb stenographer, but 


I'm the main squeeze in our office,” 
+ 8 


As cold as a mother-in-law’s kiss, 
se ® 

As miserable as a centipede with bunions. 
eye 


jSay, that girl certainly does attract the men, I wonder 
why?” 
“Don't you know? Why, It’s inherited magnetism. Her 


father is a big steel magnate.” 
+ 8 & 







“Punny thing, I com handle a big bomber with no trouble, but a 
Blonde in a roadster always throws me into a tailspin!" 





Giraffe skin is now fashionable for ladies’ wear. Especial », 
among lady giraffes. aneyh yn 

Bg nds. 2k fcikonger 
“Does he belong to the 400?” 


“A sweet little ship—blonde 
“Yes, he's one of the ciphers.’”, Daxpioiles titans wings. aad. 


extremely maneuverable!’ 





rors 





“A Mr. Brown kept calling all atternoon—what's 
the matter, is he 4F2” 


"Yes, I'm in favor of marriage—especially for 
husbands and wives!” 





“But, dear—tI met you first. I'm priority!” 








“My youngest boy is troubled with halitosis.” 
ps r ba " oc’ 
He hasnt gor He Sut cane spell it.” “This is the American geni with the light brown hair— 
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When Bentley got back from his vacation he found a note 
on his desk which read: “Because of the hard times we are going 
to raze your pay.” 

Americans should be happy because there are many foreign- 
ers who can boast of a coat of arms, but have not a decent pair 
of pants. 

“My son writes that he’s in a tight place." 

“What's the trouble?” 


“He's a waiter in Edinburgh.” 
2k 


“What a beautiful new gown Helen is wearing! Says it's 
from abroad, doesn't she?” 

“Not exactly in those words. It's her last season's dress. 
‘The dressmaker has it turned inside out, and now she says it's 
from the other side.” 

* 8 # 

The old-time woman who saved her wedding dress for her 
daughter now has a daughter who saves her own wedding dress 
for her next wedding! 

e 8 8 

Women have more taste in their dress than they used to— 
and that isn’t all. 

8 # 
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"I got a date with a Marine who teaches jiu jitsu!’ 


pnetns Alnve 


cements ty 8 5 





“Hullo! Give me the man who said what he sold me 


were Defense Bonds!” 





“Professor, what should a woman take when she is run 


down?” 
“The license number, madame, the license number.” 





“Well, dear, it looks like a bloomer to mel’ 


“I thought that the Infantry taught you to walk 
on your own feet!” 
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“Come now, Miss La Rue—that’s old stuff!” 


“| just asked him what he had on his mind this morning!” 
ss 
Traveler, to friend: “My servant 


Friend: “However did you do it: 
oe q “Oh, we just ran, and they ran after us!” 
“So her husband found you out sane 7 weg and af 
“Not exactly. He found me in and threw m j > 


id I made fifty Arabs run.” 
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“That's my wife—everyone likes her!” 


“You know that hostess you thought I'd get such a bang out of?” 





“J quarreled with Meyer. I should have beaten him black 
and blue if I hadn't been prevented.” 
“Who prevented you?” 
“Meyer.” 
see atte 


ou're too young to go with me, but I'd like to have your name 
an 
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nibbling on my ear! 





‘I don't mind you standing so close, but just stop 





id address for future reference!” 


is always left alone. 


‘The man who is always asking for a loan 


With Our 


Memory’s Calendar 

‘The lilacs blossomed yesterday 

And filled the air for miles away 
With youthful life and eag erness. 


Across the lawn in stately grace 
The lilacs walked in matchless lace 
To show the world magnificence. 


‘The purple clusters gathered I 
To heap before my mother’s eye 
And watch the gleam of joy within, 


The bursting blossoms far explode 
And send along by dusty road 
A momentary breathlessness. 


Across the world they beckon me 
To come and live beneath the tree 
‘That stands in solitude, 


For here I stand a soldier's fate 
In nameless land on nameless date, 
While on the beach’s desert sand 
The rotting flesh of deadly hate 
Recalls in some incongruous way 
Lilacs in the month of May. 


—Pvt. Charles Hoffman, 


«8 oe 


A Guy I Hate 
A guy I hate is Private Mends; 
When he polices he never bends. 


—Sergeant Major. 


+ * 


A guy I hate is Private Stokes; 
He’s always telling dirty jokes. 


—Pyt. Wayne Borth. 


BL eo ok 


Army Poets 


Trial Requested 
I can’t profess to possess the finesse 
Of a gallant intriguing romantic; 
I'm not able to emulate Gable 
By making a woman go frantic. 


I can’t hold a candle to those who can handle 


A damsel with ardor proficient; 
I'm not one of those boys with polish and 
At love making I am deficient. 


poise. 


But I'm willing to try, I'm that kind of a guy 


‘Who's anxious though just a beginner; 


So T'll take a chance, play the game of romance 


And maybe I'll turn out a winner. 


TO JUNE 


I weave me a dream of you, 

Of you and the things you do— 

‘The burnished sheen of sun on your hair, 
‘The fairy texture of skin so fair, 

Your graceful ease in dancing, 

Your tender sweet romancing, 

Your pert nose all awrinkle, 

Your love-blue eyes atwinkle. 


Of you and all you are to me, 
Of all you were and are to be; 
I dream and love you more 

The more I dream, and pour 
My heart out to your heart 
While we remain apart, 

And longingly await the day 
‘When once again, together, gay, 
‘My lips instead of pen may say, 
T love you. 


—™. J. S. 


Pvt. Fred Ray, Fort Eustis. 
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“Something tells me he’s not as drunk as he'd like 
to have us believe, X-19!" 


Cookin’ With Gas! 


(This is submitted with all due respects to the writers of 
“Did You Ever See a Dream Walking.") 

Did you ever see a man walking 

Well, I did. 
Did you ever see a man stalking 

‘Well, I did. 
Did you ever have a bus leave you 

Before the right time, 
It's doggone provoking to be left behind . 
Did you ever see a meal vanished 

‘Well, I did. 
Did you ever see a man famished 

Well, I did. 
Did you ever wish when that bugler 
Blows it, you'll know where to be? 
‘Well, that man that was walking 
And the man that is balking 

And the man missing meals 
IS ME. 
—Cpl. Ray Banks. 


(From Fort Rosecrans Cannon Fodder.) 
aleraner 


Do You Remember When 
You could go into some Aberdeen restaurants and buy a 
dish of ice cream for less than a quarter? 





A second looie was something you just joked about? 





People turned to stare at uniforms. (They still do, but not 
at the kind that are half trousers.) 





Being a Pfc, meant you were really going places? 





You would say to yourself, “Well, I think I'll have some 
French fries with my steak,” and really get them? 


—Cpl. Janawitz. 
soe 8 
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“My husband told me to go jump in the Jake!” 


So What! 


Quotation of the Week 

‘The Battle of Attu was over but a weary supply officer 
wasn’t sure, Just then he picked up the phone in his battered 
tent and a voice said: 

“Lieutenant, these guys down here say I can't draw the 
rations you want, because the order isn’t right. You got to have 
three copies of it 

“Now,” said the Lieutenant, “I know damn well the fighting 
is over. When they get to asking for seven copies, we're a damn 
garrison.” 





—Night of Malta, 
es 8 # 
The Same Old Refrain 
It seems to me I heard that song, “It Seems To Me I Heard 
‘That Song Before,” before. 
—The WAAC. 
eo 8 
Nominee for the Hall of Fame 
When the gang started to tear down the company’s biggest 
goldbricker, I didn’t join in. 
—Cpl. Robin. 
* 8 8 
Do You Remember When 
The telephone company solicited long distance calls? 





You took a nice long walk because you wanted to? 





Five-thirty in the morning was really the middle of the 
night? 





You would rather walk a mile than stand in any kind of 
a line? 
—Pvt, Fiske, 
ee # 
“Do you mean to tell me,” the judge exclaimed, “that you 
murdered the poor old woman for a paltry $3?” 
“Well, judge, you know how it is,” the defendant replied. 
“Three bucks here, three bucks there—it soon mounts up.” 
—Pfe, Al Brown, 
ee ® 


For Yardbirds Only 


Pe Betty Lou & Mabel 
om Fort Riley Guid 
Dear Congress: aT Sap 

We bring this poignant letter to i i 

r your attention, It is bad 

enough to dilly, but you must not dally, too. Millions of soldiers 
like this one are sitting on cactus, waitin’, waitin’, waitin’, 
icc nay girls are looking at their third finger on the 
left hand and pacing the church aisle. Cor y 
fiddle while love burns. Sige ae 





—Betty Lou, 


Dear Betty Lou: 

Woruigie mec stamina toes ere ea 

Dear Popeyed: ie Pres 

Hae Niashy, ideas eal ore 
—Betty Lou. 


Dear Betty Lou: 
I saw a fellow out here at CRTC who was riding si 
fell riding side-saddle 
and 2 
and campaigning for women's suffrage, Sounds. suspicious, 
Dear Yep: ee 
Why didn’t you tell him to campai; i i 
you t paign for inner-spring sad- 
les? However, it might have been some old gal ont firtin 
with the cavalry. We call them saddle bags, 5) 


—Betty Lou. 





Dear Betty Lou: 
What's the insignia for the Women’s Army Auxiliaty Corps? 
Someone said it was crossed brooms with a dishpan below. 


—Kuckarski, 
Dear Kuckarski: get 
No. It’s a bar of G.I. soap and a powder puff, with a back- 
ground of straightedge razors. 


sy) —Betty Lou. 1 


i 





Dear Betty Lou: 

Are you and Mabel related? Otherwise, how can you stand 
each other? 

—Etaoin Shrdlu. 
Dear Etaoin Shrdlu: 

Mabel is my grandmother. We would get along very well if 
we didn’t have the same boy friend. One time he came to the 
house with some flowers, and knocked on the door with his cane, 
Mabel and I opened it together and exclaimed like bibbed babes, 
“For me?” Then he said through his whisk “Step aside, 
Y’'ve come to call on your maid.” Suicide, wasn’t it? 

—Betty Lou. 










fe a ge 
Mabel . . . Ouch! 

Editor's note: Just before press time last week, Betty Lou, 
famous unsnarler of love snarls, was stricken with a nervous 
breakdown. Hospital attendants stated Betty Lou’s condition 
yesterday as “Partly cloudy, not much change in temperature. 
In Betty Lou's absence the column is conducted by Betty Lou 
sister, Mabel. Carry On! 





eo oe # 
Mabel Bares Her Soul for Guidon Readers 
MABEL BARES HER SOUL FOR GUIDON READERS 
(Don’t Miss This Great Love Story) 

I was born in Ting-ling, a Chinese province a herring’s thraw 
from Shangri-La, home of Renald Colman and an old beat-up 
High Lama, My mother was a British 2nd Lieutenant in the 
Salvation Army; my father an American gum-drop merchant, 


- who could never satisfactorily explain what the hell he was do- 


ing in China, I was kidnapped as a child by a mother wolf who 
had lost her young. I went about on all fours until 1 was 16, 
when I was captured by a party of natives after a furious battle. 

‘As soon as I learned to walk erect, my fame grew. I moved 
in the best circles, and my saloon (oops) salon was the toast 
of four continents, including Greenland and upper Tibet. 

Prominent figures in the world of art and science clamored 
for an invitation to my gatherings, where we would sit about, 
discussing current literature and rolling a few hot dice. 

“I was married and divorced four times (the rats). After a 
triumphant swing through the African veldt, I came to America, 
My lecture tour just completed, I come to you, lucky Guidon 


readers, at the very zenith of my career. 
—Mabel. 


(See over) 


Dear Betty Lou: 

T have been in the army only about six weeks and I love my 
girl Mehitabel very dearly. “Hitty” I call her, and she lives 
in Peason, La, But now when I see a picture of Betty Grable 
or Hedy Lamarr I go hot and cold all over. What is the matter 
with me????? 

—Flustered Filbert. 
Dear F. F.: 
There's nothing the matter with you. When you stop having 
those hot and cold spells—that’s the time to start worrying. 
—Mabel. 
+ * # 
Dear Betty Lou: 

I thought I knew what it was to be broke before I got in 
the army, I had been badly bent, financially embarassed, tem- 
porarily lacking funds, and wanting in moolah, But not until 
I got in the Army did I learn what it meant to be really broke. 
Now the last two weeks of every month I find myself penniless. 
‘There's no one got any money to borrow from. I don’t like this. 

—Long Green 
Dear Long Green: 
Hell, ain’t it? 
—Mabel 
soe # 
EEViee 
Dear Betty Lou: 

I think your column stinks. You think love is something 
to joke about. You haven't any idea what it is to really love 
someone, and miss them so much you feel sick. 

—Harry 
Dear Harry: 

You've got it bad, bud. Why don’t you run around the block 
three or four times every night? You'll feel lot’s better. It’s 
not that I don't appreciate true love. It’s just that I’ve been in 
love so many times I don't know which one to suffer about— 
the first one or the last, 


—Mabel 
se * 


Customer: “No, but maybe I can arrange matters with 
your manager. 
Assistant (to manager): “A lady of no account to see you, 
sir.” 
ee ok 
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“I've danced with Hedy Lamarr and Betty Grable and talked 
with Rita Hayworth—what I'd give to see a nice homely face to 
cure this case of homesickness!” 





“My husband is so contrary—he even objects to my 
going out with sailors!" 












Listening Post 





In Berlin, recently, occurred a great furore among the 
officials in the central Bureau for Namenwechselgeschaftnichts- 
gesellschaft. At the window had appeared a Jew—one Adolph 
Cohen, and brazenly asked for permission to change his name! 

News of this “latest act of Jewish effrontery” spread like 
wildfire through the offices of the Gesellschaft—officials gasped 
and grunted, conferred hastily and ominously; and when they 
recovered from their astonishment and ire somewhat, it was 
decided that an example ought surely be made of this unspeakable 
pretender. This nerve-ridden Semite! This Jew of Jews! Seek- 
ing to cloak his unspeakable origin with a purely Nordic name— 
perhaps even a name like Hitler, who knows? 

One of them finally approached the window, where the little 
Jew still waited patiently. Choking down his wrath, he tried 
to speak gently, that he might get all the facts correctly, 

“And so you wish to change your name?” purred the 
German, “I suppose you want to change your name Cohen to 
something like Hitler or Goebel, no?” 

“No,” answered the Jew, calmly, “I just wanted to change 
my first name, Adolph, to Abie.’ 

# 





* 





“I'm so tired I couldn’t kill an afternoon.” 
ae 
“My God, Smith, what's happened to you? Come, let me 
‘take you home.” 


“For the lovea Mike, don't, I've just come from there!” 
ee oF 


“Well, this is the irony ot fate tor keeps, Here I spent 
my last 50 cents to commit suicide with gas, and I get a room 
with electric lights.” 

* 8 ® 


























“T ran into a door—my wife was holding it!’ 


In The Groove 


“A Jot of prominent citizens in Syracuse want me to come 
back and live there.” 

“Really?” 

“Yes, I get letters from leading merchants ever so often 
saying they would like to have me come back and settle.” 

* 

“Bill Anderson wanted to borrow $1,000 at the bank—on his 
face.” 

“On his face?” 

“Yes on his face.” 

“And how did he come out?” 


“On his face.” 
* 8 


Real Army 


eo 


Paw sent this little po'm yestiddy. Thought mebbe you'd 
like it: 
Dear Son: 
Ah loves to git yo’ letters 
About yo’ army work 
How yew respects yo’ betters 
And dassent never shirk. 
Natcherly Ah loves ta read 
How yew shines yo’ brass 
‘An’ when You're told to pick up weeds 
Yew do it—and no sass. 
How proud it makes me when I learn 
How yew wash yore socks 
‘An’ never even say “Gosh Dern” 
When tole, “Pick up those Rocks!” 
Yew do yore K.P. like a man 
And never fret ner foam 
BUT What Ah CANNOT UNDERSTAND 
WHY WOULDN'T YA DO IT AT HOME??? 


‘That's mah ole man for ya—always complaini 
8 8 








She was a conductor's daughter and she told me where to 
get off. 
soe 8 
“Let's go and get a bite somewhere.” 
“Where?” 
“Ob, somewhere on the back of the neck.” 
of 8 


Don’t count your chickens until they get into the coupe. 
oo 8 


Confessions Of An 
Army Dance Hostess 
By Pfe. Ralph Valerio 
(From Aberdeen Flaming Bomb) 
“Variety is the spice of life,” 
Philosophers have reasoned; 
Well if it’s so—then dance affairs 
Are very highly seasoned! 
Take the lad who's in from college 
Knows the steps of Fred Astaire, 
But doesn’t seem to realize 
That Ginger Rogers isn’t there. 
Then the passionate, dramatic type 
a With long and lingering stride . 
If he held you any closer 
He'd be on the other side! 
There's the bashful oné with goggles. 
Who trembles in his grief, 
And has another stag cut in, 
And sighs with sheer relief. 
And of course the smart beginner 
Who thinks he can’t be beat— 
And makes it rather difficult, 
To sweep him off your feet! 
By the time the evening's over, 
‘Your dress is but a rag; 
‘Your head and arms hang loosely, 
Aad your feet have ceased to drag. 
Yeur eyes are slowly closing, 
As you issue forth a groan... 
And like the famous Garbo— 
You “VANT TO BE ALONE... 


“(HEAR YOU'VE BEEN IN THE 
SOUTH SEAS ~ ANY ACTION?” 











“er, uh, priorities you know!” 








: "I want to send it to my wife to make her jealous!” 





“I hax] the engine room put over my heent to give 
the effect of « motor!” 


Just A Letter 


. (From Camp Davis “AAA Barrage”) 

Below is a printed letter from an enlisted man in a Pacific 
combat area written to his brother who recently became an 
officer. Lessons in leadership, that vital quality which makes 
officers, are plentiful throughout the letter. 

Dear “Ole” Tom: 

Your letter of Feb, 27 came this afternoon and it did me 
good to hear from you, 

One would think that one would have a great deal to say, 
after having had the experience I have had, but when I sit down 
to write I feel lost because there is so much, yet so little a man 
can say from a place like this. I mean by that, that the whole 
letter must be generalized so its contents would be of no value 
to the enemy if he should get his hands on it, 

You will be an officer soon, Tom, and will therefore have 
a much greater responsibility than you have ever had before, 
so let me, as your brother, put in my two cents’ worth before 
the ordeal starts. 

It will be impossible to make all of your men like you, but 
you can make almost all of them like you, and that is one of 
the most important things an officer must do. 

If you should be asked a question to which you do not know 
a definite answer, don't “beat around the bush” with long and 
involved explanations, or try to evade the issue, or make the 
subordinate seem foolish for asking it, but simply say, “I am not 
sure of it, so I will look it up and let you know as soon as 
possible.” : 

‘Never neglect to do anything you say you will do, even for 
the most stupid-looking privat 

‘The most popular officerswe have here are the men who 
will sit down with an enlisted man and teach him anything he 
happens to say he would like to learn about field artillery and 
survey. Never feel as though your time is wasted in doing 

such things because even though some of the men are incapable 
of learning, you will be giving the men who are capable concrete 
proof of the fact that you are the one who will help them, 

Never loose your temper, or your patience with anyone 
for anything, yet stand firm and don’t let anyone run over you, 





Remember, when you lose your temper, the men lose their 
ect. 

rp Never try to impress the men with your rank (they know 

you have it). Some of our best officers come into the C.P. at 

Tight and carry on friendly conversation with enlisted personne! 

for hours at a time, and have no trouble maintaining discipline 

and respect the next day, or even that night if the occasion 

rit, 

ca ee art know what sort of things you will have to do when 

you reach the war zone, but just for an example of the sort of 

Zttitude an officer should have toward the enlisted man, let us 

ou are flying a plane: 

wy he reat ae Neato gamyivela corporal or a sergeant of 

something) is depending on you for his life, but so are you 
ending on him for your life. 

ee Just belae a “good fellow” is not enough to hold the re~ 

spect of an enlisted man because with all of his poor grammar 

and apparent lukewarm attitude towards things military, he is 

a close observer and he wants his officers to be flawless. 

"You must know your job because you will have to take an 
examination every day and your grades will not be put down, 
but will be carried around in the heartsandminds of your sub- 
ordinates throughout your entire career. 

T know you do not need my advice Tom, because your past 
record as far as I can see has been exemplary, but I am writing 
this because all of your friends and companions from now on 
will be officers, and enlisted men are bound to lose their indi- 
vidual personalities and become simply a class in your eyes, 60, 
never forget that your own brother is serving as a private in the 
Field Artillery. 

Love, 
Bill 


Competition for Joe Miller 
“Who's there?” cried the hotel guest. _ 
“The bell boy, sir; I have a telegram for you.” 2 
“Well, you can shove it under the door, can’t you, without 
waking me so early.” ~ 
“No sir! the bell boy answered. “It’s on a tray.’ 





“I just pull the zipper and forget mine!” 





“You are beautiful. You are adorable, You are sweet, fine, 
wonderful, You are everything that is good.” 
“Ob, you fiatterer, how you exaggerate.” 


“Well, that's my story, and I'll stick to it.” 
ae ers 





“| hear you're going on a date tonight—can you 
get a friend for me?” 


TELEPHONE 





apse 4 “You can wipe that silly grin off your face, dear—this is for 
‘That — I" i 
at's Matilda—she handles all the long distance calls!’ One the ‘e's in the WAGS!” 

























































































"J'q like to see something suitable—say, for champagne!” 


‘Advice to Young Men on How to Arrive:— 

Get an alarm clock. 
Walk a chalk line. 
Do it now. 
Smile, darn you, smile. 
Cultivate your personality. 
Keep everlastingly at it. 
Marry the boss's daughter. 

_ * # 





Hot Dawg! 


She's only an undertaker’s daughter, but gosh, what she'd 
undertake! 
ay a le 
“Does he think a lot of me? If he saw me drowning he'd 
bring me a glass of water.” 
oe # 
“Yes, I used to be in politics myself. I was dog catcher 
in my town for two years, but finally lost the job.” 
“What was the matter? Change of mayors?” 
“Nope. I finally caught the dog.” 
* oe 
Eloise is so up-to-date she gets spring fever in October. 
rar 


She’s a great help to her father—she plays the piano while 
he fiddles with his whiskers. 
= # 
He comes from a town so small they've got the “Come 
Again” sign painted on the back of the “Welcome” sign, 
* * # 
“Do the express trains stop at your town?” 
“They did once for Jesse James.” 
* * # 
Wife: “Why did you kiss me before all those men last 
night?” 
Husband: “Oh! they weren't in a hurry.” 
Cs oe 
“Do you know I’ve never been kissed?” 
“Ts that an invitation?” 
er) 
“How dare you steal that kiss?” 
“Well, if you're going to be mad about it, I'll return it.” 
* 8 
“Til bet I can kiss your lips without touching any part of 
your face,” 
“But you did touch my face.” 
“That's so, too. All right, then you win.” 
8 ® 


Advice to damsels: Never let a fool kiss you and never 
let a kiss fool you, 
so 8 # 



















































































“How many times must Mama tell you—blow 
your soup—but gently!" “| believe I'll build a barbed wire entanglement around 
her and come back after chow!" 


if) , 
gun 



























thing as 


such a 
@ man’s privacy—so scat!” 


husband there's 









































“Some gold diggers use little donkeys when looking for gold, 
Others use little calves!” “If you didn’t drink so much wedding wine maybe I'd be 
the one being carried over the threshold!" 





























“You say I'm like all the other soldiers? How do you know?” 


"Gladys Forsdyke? She was here only a minute agol” 


BUY WAR BONDS 








“Doctor, are you sure you brought me to your apartment 
to examine my sprained finger?’ 





YOU CAN BECOME A 
POLISHED DANCER IN 


onl Wyle 


Learn right in your own home 
without a partner...without Pane 
oks or complicated lessons! iad 


1f you can wallT'l teach you to dance i 
No! booles to 





‘THE DANCING TEACHERS’ TEACHER 


My promises may 40 










seeret until you are ready «st 
PRISE YOUR FRIENDS! Check 
ou want to master on the coupon below Th 


fail at once with a dollar foreach dance you 
Want, Course wi 





chure ‘of the incompar 
Stating the Iatest a 


LeQuorne Studios of the Dance 
West 46th Street, Dopt. C430N, New York 19, N.Y. 































. ADDRESS 
STATE . 


H ed L 1, LeQuorne Studios of the Dance, Dept. C430N ‘ 
| | West 48th Street, New York 19, Nv. H 
| Mowe rash your new Dance Method for each of the dances checked: 4 
fC) Rhumba ( z Fox Trot.) Jitterbug 4 
| velth find $1.00 (cash or ma 1) for cach course checked, Sond ostyad tad ine 
H fe boo’ of Harinan pi H 
| ot CS, cat ack Tae to way postman B...- pon pontase # 
} 

} 

| 
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: ¢ 
“AW C'MON ABOARD FOR AWHILE — MORNING, NOON 
AND NIGHT | HAVE TO LOOK AT HIM!" 








